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witnessed there. Columba had always been distinguished for his love of animals, and now, at the end of his life, he was to receive a striking proof of the affection which they felt in return for him. An old white horse, "the faithful servant which for many years had carried the milk-pails between the cow-house and the monastery," drew near, and laid its head upon Columba's breast, and, as though it knew that it would never see its master any more, began to moan, " shedding tears abundantly like a human being." Diorinit would have driven the creature away, but the saint forbade him, saying : " Let him alone. As he loves me so, let him weep his bitter sorrow on my breast. Lo ! you, though you are a man and have a rational soul, would have known nothing about my near departure, had I not told you ; but to this brute animal without a reason, the Creator has revealed, in whatever way He willed, that his master is about to leave him." With these words he stretched out his hands and blessed his old servant the horse, and the beast went sorrowfully away.
After this they climbed the little hill above the monastery, and Columba, standing awhile upon the top, lifted up both hands and blessed the monastery, saying: " This place is small and of no reputation, yet not only the Scotic kings with their peoples, but even the rulers of strange and foreign nations with their subjects, shall confer great honour on it, and by the saints also of other Churches it shall be held in great respect."
Even when they returned to the monastery, the old man could not be idle, so he sat in his little hut, busy on his favourite work of transcribing the Psalter. In after-years it was noticed, as a happy coincidence, that the last words he wrote were those of the thirty-fourth Psalm : " But they who seek the Lord shall want no manner of thing that is good!' When he had finished the page on which he was engaged, it was time for ISTocturns. Columba went to the chapel, and, after the service was over, returned to his hut, and sat down upon the bare rock which for many years had served him as a bed. Sitting there through the brief watches of the summer night, he gave to his attendant, who alone was with him, a last charge to the brethren. " These my last words, 0 my children, I commend to you, that you be at peace and have sincere love one towards another. And if you thus live, following the example